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bottle fly that at that moment flew past her ears. Her face was
white and her whole body was trembling with excitement. The
soul within her yearned to that beautiful form that now with
uplifted arms was embracing the feet of the suspended Figure.
There was another person in that big audience who was as
agitated as Angela Beere and that was the Vicar of Glastonbury.
Indignation had coloured Mat Dekker's face a dusky red and
his heavy brows were knotted over his bushy eyebrows. The whole
business filled him with sick aversion. Why, oh why had he
ever allowed such a thing as this to take place in his loved
town? For all his High Church practices Mat Dekker at heart
was as simple an Evangelical as John Bunyan or John Wesley.
He regarded this whole performance as a monstrous and ghastly
parody of an historic Event that had changed the life of the
cosmos. "I can't stick it out, son, I can't stick it out!" he
groaned.
Sam laid his large hand on his father's knee. "It's the end
now, Dad, I think. Those fellows, lugging that step-ladder, are
going to take Him down. Ned Athling is with them himself.
He's supposed to be Joseph of Arimathea."
"Damn Ned Athling!"
It was at that moment that the Christ-Evans uttered the only
words he had-spoken since he had been lifted up. He cried sud-
denly in a great voice that rang out across Tor Field and across
the gipsy caravans, and across Chilkwell Street, till it reached
the blood-red fountain in Chalice Hill: "Eloi, Eloi, Lama,
Sabachthani!"
The 'two Dekkers rose simultaneously to their feet. "That man
. . . that Evans . . . wasn't playing then . . . Look, me boy,
his head's really hanging down now. I must see to this!"
"Go slow, Dad! He may be all right. It may only be his
damned acting. Don't make a fool of yourself, Dad! No! It's no
joke. They are running out of the tents! They're breaking up.
Something zs wrong. He is ill. He's hurt. He's fainted!" They
pushed their way together between the rows of seats and began
running towards the stage. They were not the first to do this, how-
ever. A good distance in front of them Cordelia Geard was rush-
ing wildly towards that great cross of oak-wood. Their move-